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week she has made 1467 miles, and now, at night,
seems to hear the steamer behind her which left
Boston to-day at two, has mended her speed, and is
flying before the gray south wind eleven and a half
knots the hour. The sea-fire shines in her wake, and
far around wherever a wave breaks. I read the
hour, 9h. 45', on my watch by this light. Near the
equator you can read small print by it; and the
mate describes the phosphoric insects, when taken up
in a pail, as shaped like a Carolina potato.

I find the sea-life an acquired taste, like that for
tomatoes and olives. The confinement, cold, motion,
noise, and odour are not to be dispensed with. The
floor of your room, is sloped at an angle of twenty
or thirty degrees, and I waked every morning with
the belief that some one was tipping up my berth,
Nobody likes to be treated ignoininiously, upset,
shoved against the side of the house, rolled over,
suffocated with bilgo, mephitis, and stewing oil. We
get used to these annoyances at last, but the dread of
the sea remains longer. The sea is masculine, the
type of active strength. Look what egg-shells are
drifting all over it, each one, like ours, filled with
men in ecstasies of terror, alternating with cockney
conceit, as the sea is rough or smooth. Is this sad-
coloured circle an eternal cemetery 1 In our grave-
yards we scoop a pit, but this aggressive water opens
mile-wide pits and chasms, and makes a mouthful of
a fleet To the geologist, the sea is the only firma-
ment ; the land is in perpetual flux and change, now
blown up like a tumour, now sunk in a chasm, and